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MRS. SUSANNA CENTLIVRE, 


FPMIIS lady’s father was Mr. Freeman, of Holbeach, 

in Lincolnshire; her mother was daughter of Mr. 
Markham, of Lynn Regis, in Norfolk; hor father and 
maternal grandfather were possessed of good estates, 
but being Dissenters, and zealous parliamentarians, of 
both of the same political principles, they were both 
snbject to great persecution, and the estate of the latter 
was confiscated, and he ‘himself compelled to fly to 
Ircland. How long he remained there, we have not 
been able to ascertain, nor Whether our author (who, 
it is supposed, must have been born in 1680), drew her 
breath in that kingdom, or in England. Concerning 
ihese particulars, all her biographers have been silent ; 
yet we are apt to conjecture, that she was born in 
Ireland, as we think it probable her mother did not 
return to her native country till after the death of her 
husband, which happened when her daughter was only 
three years of age. Be this as it may, she was left 
an orphan to the wide world by the death of her 
mother, before she had attained her twelfth year. Whin- 
cop relates a romantic story, at a very early period of 
VOL, XVI. NW. S. 20D 
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her life, which, although he seems mistaken in some parts 
of her memoir (having stated that her father survived her 
mother, and even married again before his death), yet, as 
he appears to have taken pains in collecting many cir- 
cumstances of her life which are no where else recorded, 
we cannot think ourselves authorized entirely to omit, 
He tells us, that after her father’s death, finding herself very 
ill treated by her step-mother, she determined, though 
almost destitute of money and every necessary, to go to 
London to seek her bread; that, as she was journeying 
on foot, she was met by a young gentleman from the 
University of Cambridge (whose name, he informs us, 
was the well known Anthony Hammond, Esy.), who was 
80 extremely struck with her youth and beauty, and so 
affected with the distress naturally expressed in her 
eountenance, that he instantly fell in love with her; and, 
enquiring the particulars of her life, soon prevailed on 
her inexperienced innocence to seize on the protection 
he offered, and go with him to Cambridge ; where, 
equipping her in boy's clothes, he introduced her to his 
intimates at College as a relation who was come to 
sce the University; and pass some time with him: this 
intercourse continued for some months, till at length, 
perhaps, tired of his scheme, and fearful of a discovery, 
he persuaded her to go to London; he supplied her 
with a considerable sum of money, and a letter of re- 
commendation to a gentlewoman of his acquaintance, 
sealing the whole with a promise (which, however, it 
docs not appear he ever performed) of speedily following 
her, and renewing their intercourse. If this story be 
true, it must have happened when she was very young. 
Whincop, as well as other writers, says that she was 
married in her sixteenth year to a nephew of Sir Stephen 
Fox; but that gentleman not living with her above twelve 
months, her wit and beauty soon procured her a second 
husband, whose name was Carrol, an officer in the Army; 
hut he having been killed in a duel shortly after their 
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marriage, she again became a widow. ‘This loss was a 
severe affliction to her ; she appears to have sincerely loved 
this gentleman. Partly, perhaps, to divert her melancholy, 
but chiefly for the means of support, she now applied to her 
pen, became a votary of the Muses, and, under the name of 
Carrol, some of her earlier pieces were published. Her first 
attempt was in a tragedy, called The Perjured Hus- 
band; but her natural vivacity led her to comedy ; 
and, out of eighteen dramatic pieces which she afterwards 
wrote, we find but one attempt in tragedy. She seems 
to have had such an attachment to the theatre, that she 
herself even became a performer, though it is probable 
of no great merit, as she never appeared in the metropolis, 
She, however, did not long continue on the stage; for in 
1706, performing the part of Alexander, at Windsor, 
before the Court, she took the attention of Mr. Joseph 
Centlivre, an humble domestic of her Majesty, who 
soon married her; and, after passing several years happily 
together, she died at his house in Spring Gardens, Charing- 
Cross, on the first of December, 1723, and was buried 
in Saint Martin’s. 

Mrs. Centlivre’s productions are—The Perjured Hus- 
band, a tragedy, published in 1700; Love's Contrivance, 
a comedy, 1703; The Beau’s Duel, a comedy, 1702; 
The Stolen Heiress, a comedy, 1703; The Gamester, 
a comedy, 1705; Basset Table, a comedy, 1706; Loye 
at a Venture, a comedy, 1706; The Platonic Lady, a 
comedy, 1707; The Busy Body, acomedy, 1709; The 
Man Bewitched, a comedy, 1710; A. Bickerstaff’s Bury- 
ing, a tragedy, no date; Marplot, a comedy, 1711; The 
Perplexed Lovers, a comedy, 1712; The Wonder, a 
comedy, 1714; Gotham Election, a tragedy, 1715; A 
Wife well managed, a tragedy, 1715; The Cruel Gift, a 
tragedy, 1717; A Bold Stroke for a Wife, a comedy, 
1718; Artifice, a comedy, 1721: her nineteen plays were 
collected aud published in 3 vols. 12mo, 1761; which are 
ROW scarce. 
2vd2 










































Bhce 
Melay 

















306 THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 
= = 

The licentiousness which at that time characterised the 
English stage is too apparent in her productions. She 
lived on terms of friendship and familiarity with Steele, 
Farquhar, Dr. Sewell, Budgell, Rowe, and most of the 
wits of that period: Rewe honoured her Gamester with a 
prologue ; but, upon incurring the displeasare of Pope, 
she was introduced into the Dunciad. Her verses and 
letters were collected, and published, by Mr. Boyer. 

Her comedies, which contain too much bustle and 
intrigue, and are chiefly translations from the French, 
obtained a temporary success. Her Busy Body, though 
not approved by the actors, was performed thirteen nights 
against Mr. Congreve’s Way of the World; and though 
Mr. Wilks had been heard to asscrt, that her Bold 
Stroke for a Wife would not only be condemned, bat 
would ever condemn her, yet we still find it among 
the stock pieces of the present day; and both her 








Busy Body and Wonder meet with unbounded applause 
whenever performed. 

She is said to have understood several languages ; 
and she must be allowed to make no inconsiderable 
figure among play-wrights; and may with justice be 
placed next to her predecessor in dramatic glory, the 
great Mrs. Behn. * C. 


* For a Memoir of this Lady, see Museum for Sept. 18153. 








IDEAS OF GENTILITY. 


The grandson of a peasant has more rank than that 
of a merchant. A gentleman may mend his own shoes, 
because he does it not for pay ; this circumstance makes 
it mean. A gentleman in B used to follow his 
own plough, but was not esteemed ignoble on that ac- 
count, In some parts of France, the nobility are mer- 
chants ; in other parts, this employment would be a blot in 
their escutcheon.—Scaliger, jun. 
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MRS. ANASTATIA ROBINSON. 


a 


(Continued from page 243.) 


The following anecdotes, says the late Dr. Burney, of 
Mrs. Anastatia Robinson, having been communicated to 
me in 1787, by the late venerable Mrs. Delany, her co- 
temporary and intimate acquaintance, they will, doubt- 
less, be read with confidence and pleastire, not only by 
such as had the happiness of knowing her personally, 
but by all those to whom rumour has conveyed a faithful 
account of her longevity, virtue, and accomplishments ; 
for this execllent person, having been allowed by Provi- 
dence to exiend her existence to the great age of 88, in 
the constant enjoyment of all the felicity which the friend- 
ship and admiration of rank, virtue, and talents, could 
bestow, it seems as if she had quitted this mortal state 
deservedly beloved both by God and man. 

Mrs. A. Robinson was of a middling stature; not hand- 
some, but of a pleasing, modest countenance, with largé 
blue eyes; her deportment was easy, unaffected, and 
rraceful; her manner and address very engaging, and her 
behaviour, on all occasions, that of a gentlewoman, with 
perfect propriety. She was not only loved by all her 
acquaintance, but loved and caressed by people of the 
highest rank, to whom she appeared always equal, with- 
out being assuming. Her father’s house, in Golden- 
square, was frequented by all the men of genius and re- 
fined taste of the times. Among the number of persons 
of distinction who frequented Mr, Robinson’s house, and 
seemed to distinguish his daughter in a particular man- 
ner, were the Earl of Peterborough and General H. the 


latter had shewn a long attachment to her; and his atten- . 


tions were so remarkable, that they seemed more than 
the effects of common politeness; aud as he was a very 
agreeable man, and in good circumstances, he was fayour- 
2v3 
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a 
ably received: not doubting but that his intentions were 
honourable, a declaration of a yery contrary nature was 
treated with the contempt it deserved, though Mrs, A. 
Robinson had been very much prepossessed in his favour, 

Soon after, Lord Peterborough endeavoured to convince 
her of his partial regard for her; but agreeable and 
artful as he was, her conduct was very reserved, which 
rather increased his admiration and passion for her; yet 
still his pride struggled with his inclination ; for all this 
time she was engaged to sing in public,—a circumstance 
very mortifying to her; but, urged by the best of motives, 
she submitted to it, in order to assist her parents, whose 
fortune was much reduced by Mr. Robinson’s loss of 
sight ; which deprived him of the benefit of his profession 
as a painter. At length, Lord Peterborough made his 
declaration to her on honourable terms ; he found it would 
be vain to make proposals on any other; and as he 
omitted no circumstance that could engage her esteem 
and gratitude, she, being sincerely attached to him, ac- 
eepted them. He earnestly requested her to keep it 
secret, till a more convenient season for making it known; 
to which she readily consented ; having a perfect confi-’ 
dence in his honour. 

Among the persons of distinction that professed a 
friendship for her, were the Earl and Countess of Oxford, 
daughter-in-law to the Lord Treasurer of Oxford, who not 
only bore every public testimony of her affection and 
esteem fur Mrs. Robinson, but Lady Oxford attended her 
when she was privately married to the Earl of Peterbo- 
rough, and she ever acknowledged her obligations with the 
warmest gratitude ; and after Lady Oxford’s death, she 
was particularly distinguished by the Duchess of Port- 
land, Lady Oxford’s daughter ; and was always mentioned 
by her with the greatest kindness, for the many friendly 
offices she used to do in her childhood, when in Lady 
Oxford's family; which made a lasting impression upon 
the Duchess of Portland’s noble and gencrous heart. 
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Mrs. A. Robinson had one sister, a very pretty, accom- 
plished woman, who married Dr. Arbuthnot's brother. 
After the death of Mr. Robinson, Lord Peterborough took 
a house near Fulham, in the neighbourhood of his own 
villa, at Parson’s Green; where he settled Mrs. Robinson 
and her mother. They never lived under the same roof, 
till the Earl, being seized with a violent fit of illness, 
solicited her to attend him at Mount Bevis, near South- 
ampton, which she refused with firmness, but upon con- 
dition that, though still denied to take his name, she 
might be permitted to wear her wedding-ring ; to which, 
tinding her inexorable, he at length consented. 

His haughty spirit was still reluctant to the making of 
a declaration that would have done justice to so worthy a 
character as the person to whom he was now united; and, 
indeed, his uncontrolable temper, and high opinion of 
his own actions, made him a very awful husband; ill 
suited to Lady Peterborough’s good sense, amiable tem- 
per, and delicate sentiments. She was a Roman Catholic ; 
but never gave offence to those of a contrary opinion, 
though very strict in what she thought her duty. Her 
excellent principles and fortitude of mind supported her 
through many severe trials in her conjugal state; but, at 
last, he prevailed on himself to do her justice: his bad 
state of health obliged him to seek another climate ; and 
she absolutely refused to accompany him, unless he declared 
his marriage. She nearly lost her life in attending upon 
him in his illness. He appointed a day for all his nearest 
relations to mect him and Lady Peterborough at the 
apartment over the gateway of St. James’s Palace, belong- 
ing to Mr. Pointz, who was married to Lord Peterborough’s 
niece, and at that time preceptor to Prince William, 
afterwards Duke of Cumberland: when they were all 
assembled, he began a most eloquent oration, enumerating 
all the virtues and perfections of Mrs. A. Robinson, and 
the rectitude of her conduct, during his long acquaint- 
ance with her; for which he acknowledged bis great 
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obligations, and sincere attachment, declaring he was 
determined to do her that jastice which he ought to 
have done loug ago, which was presenting her to all his 
family as his wile. He spoke this harangue with so much 
energy, and in parts so pathetically, that Lady Peterbo- 
rough, not being apprised of his intentions, was so affected, 
she fainted away. 

After Lord Peterborough’s death, she lived a very re- 
tired life, chiefly at Mount Bevis; and was seldom pre- 
vailed on to leave that habitation, but by the Duchess of 
Portland, who was always happy to have her company at 
Bulstrode when she could obtain it; and often visited 
her at her own house. Among Lord Peterborough’s 
papers, she found his Memoirs, written by himself, in 
which he declared he had been guilty of such actions as 
would have reflected very mach on his character; and 
boasted that he had committed three capital crimes before 
he was twenty!!! She thought proper to burn the MS.* 
which, though it served to evince her attachment, and the 
respect she wished to have paid to his memory, gave 
offence to the curious enquirers after the anecdotes of s6 re- 
markable a character as that of the Karl of Peterborough. 


* The destruction of these Memoirs is much to be regretted; Lady Peter- 
borough should have sacrificed her own private feelings for the public 
good. Lord Peterborough was a learned, and an intelligent man; and, no 
doubt, wrote a candid confession of the errors of his Life, for the purpose 
of benefiting mankind. This gave the seal of truth to what he wrote, 
and from such Lives the Historian is enabled to form an accurate opinion 
of Human Character; and the Legislator to frame such Laws, and SUCH 
ONLY, as may be necessary and efficient to keep every member of society 
within due bounds; without recurring to the severest penalties, except in 
extreme cases, His Memoirs must have been useful; since, whatever the 
nature of the crimes he committed, they appear to have been the result 
of an impetuous temper, and not of a bad heart, for the remainder of his Life 
was passed in an exemplary manner. It is a singular fact, that Dr. Franklin, 
in his Life, acknowledges himself to have been guilty ofa crime which, had it 
been publicly known, would have blasted all his future prospects; yet he rose 
to the first offices in the American State ; was sent Ambassador to France ; andy 


at his death, all Philadelphia went into_mourning asa tribute of respect to his 
memory | EDITOR. 
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Mrs. Anastatia Robinson quitted the Theatre in 1724: 
the arrival of Cuzzoni in England seems to have dimin- 
ished the importance of this most amiable person on the 
stage, as well as that of Durastante. Anterior to this 
period, they seem alternately to have performed the prin- 
cipal female parts, but now they were degraded to second 
and third parts. Whether this diminution of theatrical ce- 
lebrity accelerated Mrs. Robinson’s retreat from the stage, 
or her honourable engagement with a peer of the realm, 
or whether she quitted the stage in consequence of an 
affront received from Senesino, and for which he under- 
went a severe chastisement, is now not easy to determine ; 
Mr. Walpole, however, says he well remembers this quar- 
rel at the time to have been a lively topic of conver- 
sation. 

It was said that Mrs. Robinson had been offended by 
Senesino at a public rehearsal of an opera; for which 
Lord Peterborough violently caned him behind the 
scenes. Mrs. Robinson sung in the Opera of Armi- 
nio, in Handel’s Amadis of Gaul; she was the origi- 
nal singer of the air—*‘ Gioto venite in sen,” and of “ O 
caro mio tesor ;”’ and in Rinaldo, she performed the part of 
Almirena, when Amadigi was performed for her benefit, 
in which a new additional scena, composed by Mr, Handel, 
was introduced. In Handel’s Julius Cesar, she was one 
of the original performers, in which she sung—‘ Non ha 
di ché temere.” Cc, 








Santeul used to tell the following story very frequently. 
“ IT was one day seated in a confession chair; a Lady 
came, and kneeled down by me, and gave me the history 
of her whole life. Finding that I did not make any answer 
at the conclusion of her recital, she demanded absolution. 
“ Do you take me for a priest, Madam?” said I. “ If you 
are not,” replied the Lady, “ why did you listen to me? 
{ will go and inform against you to the Prior.” “ And I, 
Madam, will go and inform your husband,” 
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OF UTTERING FALSEHOODS. 


















The vice of lying does not properly consist in its 
opposition to truth, We may say many things which 
are not true, without incurring the guilt and shame of 
a lie. Compliments are white lies; and not only per- 
mitted, but enforced by custom. Such modes of speech 
are not considered in their literal sense; but as forms of 
civility. ‘The vice of lying really consists in conveying a 
false idea. By so doing we deceive our neighbour, 
violate the rights of truth, and commit an outrage on 
the social virtues. On this principle, all mental reserves 
incur reprehension; which, though in their literal and 
grammatical sense are not contrary, yet they are made 
30 by the intention of the speaker, who means to conceal 
the truth, and to give a false idea to the person with 
whom he is conversing. When a man addresses a speech 
to another, he means to raise a new idea in the mind of 
that person. ‘The communication of this idea is the 
object equally ef him who utters it, and of him who 
receives it. When we speak, we mean to inform our 
neighbour, and not ourselves; and if what we say has 
no foundation in truth, we are liars. There are other 
modes of falsehood besides that of speech, which may 
proceed from action, or from omission. ‘lo pretend not 
to hear, when we really do; not to see, when we are 
really intent on the object before us; to pretend to have 
done that by chance which we really intended; all 
these circumstances are untruths, inasmuch as they mean 
to convey false ideas. It may be that we may use 
sincerity of language improperly; as when we praise a 
person to his face, we reduce him to an awkward 
dilemma. Im accepting the praise, he is guilty of an 
injury to his modesty; in refusing it, to truth. That he 
should commit the latter fault is most probable ; as he 
would be unwilling to disgust the world by arrogance 
and ostentation, 
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THE CHILD OF THE BATTLE, 
BY H. FINN, 
Continued from page 256. 


a 


LETTER XVI. 
ULRIC TO ALBERT. 

Dear Friend, Vienna. 

I Have dispatched a trusty courier after Pierre, who 
was entrusted with your father’s letter, requesting your 
immediate return, to counteract any such intention, by 
informing you he is—no more! A very few hours had 
elapsed after Pierre’s departure, when a messenger ar- 
rived from the venerable Colonel with the intelligence, 
that he had been suddenly attacked by dangerous symp- 
toms, and expressed a wish to see you; but on being 
told you had not arrived, he stated a desire for me 
to visit him. I instantly obeyed, and found him ex- 
hausted by agony. He was attended by the Monk Michael ; 
a priest who has acquired the reputation of superiority 
in every virtue; and is almost worshipped in Vienna; 
my opinion of him hereafter. A_ revivifying cordial 
rendered a temporary relief,and the Colonel, recognizing 
me, faintly intimated a wish for us to be alone; the 
monk strongly opposed it; but yielding at length to 
hy peremptory command, reluctantly left the apartment 
with the attendants. ‘The Colonel attempted to articulate, 
yet vainly. Comprehending from his dismissal of the 
attendants, and even the monk, who united the ad- 
ministration of temporal with spiritual aid, that the 
communication he wisled to make was important to 
yourself, I entreated him to convey his desire in writing; 
by an inclination of the head he assented, and for 
that purpose J placed the materials before him, supporting 
him in my arms in as easy a posture as possible to 















































































Sie THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 


- < aememmneeenstl 















facilitate his progress. He began; ‘and with laboured 
efforts, broken by frequent and long pauses, produced 
an almost illegible proposition, that I should breathe a 
solemn vow never to reveal, but to yourself, the secret 
he wouldrepose in me; and pointed to the sacred volume 
of the scripture. I hesitated; he guessed the purport 
of my thoughts; and wrote, that it was consistent with 
the strictest virtue. I took the oath. He then seized 
the pen, and with a palsied hand, continued—Allert is 
not my son; his father’s name is————The pen fell 
from his stiffening fingers; his eyes became glazed and 
fixed; and his frame, chilled beneath my grasp by the 
icy touch of death, dropped cold and heavy from my 
hands: as he fell, a last convulsive motion revealed to 
my view a paper, enveloped in his bosom ;—hastily drawing 
it fourth, 1 was proceeding to peruse the superscription, 
when the Monk’s voice at the door, demanding ad- 
mission, caused me to conceal the packet; and opening 
the door, I informed the Monk of the Colonel's death. 
With a greater degree of alarm and anxiety than I 
thought became a mere confessor, he enquired if the 
deceased Colonel had imparted any secret, and its nature. 
I replied in the negative, observing at the same time, 
that had he reposed a confidence in me, no earthly power 
could cause a betrayal of its purport. I then presented 
fur his inspection the written fragment of your father's 
confession. When he came to the abrupt termination 
of the half-finished sentence, a Satanic smile distorted hi 
countenance ; aud a malignant satisfaction was distin- 
guishable in his eye and heart. That heart cannot be the 
seat of virtue; his piety appears, in my opinion, hypocrisy ; 
his humbleness, servility ; his abstinence, affectation; and 
every action, word, and look, conveys the supposition of 
euch being assumed, What possible connexion can subsist 
between your deceused father’s concerns and the Monk 
Michael's? Yet that there is a connexion, every circum- 
stauce in reference to the latter, renders evident: time, the 
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great elucidator, must determine in his future course. 
Vienna echoes with the dreadful charge against you; and 
those who called themselves your friends, endeavour to 
impress certainty, where but suspicion existed before ; and 
give ahigher tone tocalamny. How gladly would I advise, 
but dare not. Could a transposition of evil be pro- 
duced, Albert should be free from imputation, and Ulric 
should be the fugitive. To resign yourself would be 
to court inevitable destruction; for circumstantial evi- 
dence approaches so nigh positive proof, that it would 
be difficult to distinguish the faint marks of truth amid 
the decisive probability of appearances; nor could mercy 
discover the shadow of a plea to mitigate the atrocity 
of your supposititious crime ;—on the contrary, by still 
secreting yourself, though obloquy may fora time ob- 
scure your fame, asure, though protracted justice will 
ene day drag the real wretches into truth’s unerring 
light. With patience then await the hour that will 
elucidate this mysterious transaction; and the stained 
name of Waldsticn, perhaps, may be exchanged for a 
yew and purer title. Iowever, let aot your respect for 
my sentiments lead you to forego the exercise of your 
own better determination, I would have transmitted 
the packet of your father, for such indeed he has proved 
in actions, rather than affinity, but hesitated to confide in 
any but the trusty Pierre: let him convey your reply to 
this, with your decision, and he shall return with the im- 
portant packet, Your's, &c, 

COHENBERG, 


LETTER XVII, 
THE COUNTESS TO MADAME ROSENHIEM, 


Madame, 

Wuere a perfect acquaintance with disagreeable events 
has prepared the miud to admit their relation, delicacy 
were superfluous. As yourself and daughter are strenuous 
VOL, XVI. N.S. 2eE 
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advocates for undisguised truth, the information of her 
abandoned conduct, while under my roof, will cease to 
offend, although it may surprize you. It was deemed a 
breach of propriety, and a sacrifice of my own cha- 
racter, to permit the residence of a wanton longer with 
me; I therefore have procured her another habitation 
preparatory to her return into the country; yet, while 
she has dishonoured my protection, exposed herself to 
the just animadversions of the world, and condescended 
to‘ admit the intercourse of a menial, humanity pleads 
tor her, and I pity her degradation. Your matronly 
good sense will perceive the necessity for thus guarding 
my reputation against the access of vice, in a form 
less culpable than hers; whom I have divorced for ever 
from my thoughts. My elevation in society, and uniform 
virtues, have acquired a respect not to be forfeited by 
an intimacy with your daughter. As I said before, I pity 
the poor girl, but can never forgive her; forgiveness may 
become the weak and susceptible bospm of a mother, 
but would lessen the dignity of 

CAROLINE, COUNTESS OF GLENFIELD. 





ox 





LETTER XVIII. 


MADAME ROSENHIEM TO 





KATHERINE, 


My child, in affliction doubly precious, whilst I could 
chide you for weeping beneath the blow aimed by the 
heavy hand of hard calamity, my tears flow in concert 
with thine, and feeling would falsify the lesson inculcated 
by religion, in doubting the force of fortitude to triumph 
over strong assaults from misfortune. "Tis only in the 
dark hour of sullen adversity that the superior spirit 
claims its power to rise beyond the fear which sub- 
jugates unthinking minds; ’tis then the flame of piety 
and resignation calmly lights the subdued region of 
the heart, and with a growing heat warms it when 
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surrounded by the chilling mists that scorn and pain 
bestow. Your probationary term of sorrow has com- 
menced, and what shield so impenetrable to oppose 
with effect the future hostilities of necessity as Religion ? 
Anticipation fits us to receive pleasures of greater mag. 
nitude than possession realizes; and so the coming 
evil gathers weight from preconception: You are indeed 
the child of sorrow; for your's are infant griefs, that 
are too weak to require the noblest exertion of phi- 
losophy to overcome. Contemplate with my experience 
this state of human suffering and enjoyment; and you 
will discover how numerous the offspring of the former 
to the ,Jatter, ere they have attained your advancement 
in years. You will then shrink from the sad sight, and 
bless your Gop for the comparatively mild chastisement 
you receive from his just hand; soft as the feather 
descends upon the earth, the light lash of misery falls 
on you, when contrasted with the wretch who writhes 
beneath the accumulated scourge of poverty, disease, 
or guilt. You possess a sweet and certain retreat from 
anguish in the recesses of your guileless bosom; that 
pure, let the world’s accusing word pass unanswered; let il- 
liberality frown on, and assumed pity mock the sufferer 
with its feigned flood of tears; for happiness is solely 
dependant on the disposition; and when the virtues 
take their station there, external forms of injury are 
powerless. Can the heart of Katherine associate even 
in idea with crime? No; never; therefore, I trust, she 
has exiled for ever all thoughts-of the guilty Albert ; 
has learned to bless the destiny that divides her from a 
worthless fugitive; the probable perpetrator of a sin too 
horrible to name; analien from honesty ; and a degraded 
outcast from society, ‘These accusations I am aware 
your futile pen will endeavour to refute; but once 
admit the medium of reason; and you will perceive 
the glaring impropriety of resisting truth, Nothing can 
parallel the dexterity of the human mind in adopting 
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sentiments foreign to its nature; and glossing innate vice 
with outward shews of goodness; nothing more certain 
than that example will do much to revolutionize a mind, 
however impressed with abhorrence to immorality by 
precept; and a continual association with error will, 
in time, subvert every pure principle, and implant the 
reverse too deeply for eradication. ‘This may be applicable 
to the wretched youth who has forfeited all that can 
render existence valuable ; ox even to be tolerated. His 
ready acquiescence with sudden and slight motives to 
action, affords the strongest proof of the above trite, 
yet just observations. The virtuous sentiments instilled 
at an early period, were not calculated to maintain 
a permanency in a heart so fraught with instability; 
and the intercourse Albert must have encouraged with 
baseness, has vitiated, and reduced the tendency towards 
good his deceased father had created. You forbid my 
presence at Vienna; I therefore have instructed the 
bearer to make every preparation for your return. As 
soon as able, I expect you to hasten from scenes which 
promote recollection’s painful task to the consoling presence 


of a MOTHER. 
M. ROSENHIEM. 


LETTER XIX. 
ALBERT TO ULRIC. 


My bosom’s fever has been partially assuaged by tears 
due to the memory of parental worth. Oh! how few are 
found so uniformly kind, so sincerely affectionate, so every 
way the father, friend, and man, as him for whom my 
sorrow streams; and stifles the expressions that involun- 
tarily are uttered on the perpetual recollection of the 
happiness that never may recur; poor tributes to the 
great deservings of one too partial to a wandering outcast. 
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But thou art blest my father; and thy sainted spirit 
will plead for mitigation of thy Albert’s anguish; even 
now I experience the -success of that appeal, for my 
dim eyes, surcharged with tears, bedew the burning 
flushes of my cheek, and a more light and soothing woe 
succeeds. Alas! too soon ‘twill fleetly vanish; and the 
revival of collective torment shall renew its red and 
heated hue. Oh! farewell, sweet peace of mind, that 
ouce imparted elasticity to every nerve ; clothed every 
morning in the welcome form of a new existence, happily 
begun; and evening, in the sober. shape of more welcome 
rest after a pleasurable day, passed in exemption from 
an hour ofcare! Sure heaven sees my heart, and knows 
it now as pure as in the past; listens tomy lip, which 
pours as true atribute for its blessings as before; yet, 
blotted with a fellow being’s blood, the world beholds 
ihe one, and tells how blasphemy degrades the other. 
Never, never can your friend return to encounter an 
arraignment publicly; never behold a multitude gazing 
with curiosity, or detestation, or pity, on him, waiting his 
conviction, or acquittal ; whispering their curses, or com- 
miseration. A thousand mortal stabs were preferable 
to the soul's humiliation, and agonizing wounds which 
prejudice, or pity, makes. Still let me, in hidden terror, 
deride the zeal of pursuit; and, like the hunted stag, 
pant in the endeavour to elude the persecutions of 
mistaken enemies; nay, expire at the fect of unrelaxing 
malice rather than meet the fixed stare of an assembled 
populace, to clear, or criminate at will, the heart of 
Albert Waldstien. Italy is my destination; my future 
name Don Orlando. With the assistance of Pierre, I 
have completed a transformation of features and ap- 
pearanee that would defy even friendship’s scrutiny. 
Poor Katherine! she, like myself, is the victim of cir- 
cumstance. You designed, I know, to conceal her par- 
tiality from me; but Pierre has unintentionally informed 
me, Was net my bosom preoccupied by another, tho’ lost 
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object, how welcome a tenant would my early com- 
panion be! Need I say how anxiously I await the arrival 
of the promised parcel; and how I shall prize the last 
legacy of my departed parent. 


(To be continued. ) 


ORLANDO, 








On the death of Lulli, Santeul, who composed an 
epitaph for this celebrated musician, used to relate, that 
during the writing of those verses, a favourite and tame 
finch, perching on his head, sung in so charming a manner, 
that the bird seemed actuated by the soul of the departed 
artist, and appeared desirous by his melody to inspire 
him with thoughts worthy of his subject. The bird sat 
the whole time on his head, exerting himself very much, 
till the following verses were finished. 


Perfida mors, inimica, audax, temeraria, et excors, 
Crudelisque et ceca, probris te absolvimus istis. 
Non de te querimur, tua sint hec munia magna. 
Sed quando per te populi regisque voluptas, 

Non ante auditis rapuit qui cantibus orbem, 
Laullius eripitur, querimur modo ; surda fuisti. 


Perfidious art thou, Death, and thy commands 
Harsh and tyrannic; and too bold thy hands: 

Such are thy dreadful attributes; in vain, 

Tho’ press’d beneath thy yoke, would man complain. 
But when your dart, great Lulli to destroy, 

You shook, and damp’d a king’s and nation’s joy, 
And robb'd too soon each fond enraptur’d ear 

Of strains the earth again shall never hear ; 
Complain we must, although to ills resign’d, 

And mourn that Fate is deaf, as well as blind. 


Whether this serenade was too long continued, or that 
some accident befel it, the poor bird was dead the next 
morning. Santeul felt the loss very sensibly. He had given 
twenty crowns for the finch. It was remarkable for the 
dazziing whiteness of its plumage, and its familiarity with 
the Poet, 
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AGNES ADDISON; 
A SIMPLE TALE; 
BY ORA. 


rc  — 


(Continued from page 162. ) 


One dreadful night, never can I forget it! the wind 
raged with impetuous fury from the sea on the land; 
and carried up large fragments of rock from the bottom 
of the ocean far up on the beach ;—the darkness of the 
night, and mingled roar of winds and waves, prevented 
our people from hearing, or having in their power to 
give any succour to those unhappy sufferers who might 
be on the coast. I felt the greatest horror, and fancied 
the whole night that I heard the firing of guns amid the 
fury of the tempest; the event discovered that I was 
not mistaken. In the morning when I arose, I was told 
that the shore was covered with the fragments of a 
wreck, that several bodies, quite lifeless, had been found, 
and that there was no appearance of acreature having 
been saved. You will perhaps be astonished, and even 
shocked, when I tell you that I was not long in hastening 
to the beach; and that with the tempest my feelings 
of horror subsided: these scenes of devastation were 
familiar to me, and though I sympathized in the fate of the 
unfortunate victims, I could contemplate the disaster 
without being so much shocked as a stranger might 
naturally have been. I confess, I was wandering about, 
rather with childish curiosity, picking up some trifling ar- 
ticles from the wreck, than with any keen feelings of com- 
passion for the unfortunate beings, when a deep groan 
struck my ear. I was atsome distance from the people busied 
about the wreck; and terrificd, was on the point of flying, 
when my steps were arrested by another groan, so deep 
and mournful, that it sunk to my heart, and irresistibly pro- 
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pelled me to the place from whence it proceeded. I had 

only gone a few steps further, whén I discovered a man 
lying on the beach; a stream of blood discoloured the sand; 
but his face was unhurt; and, notwithstanding the agony 
pictured on it, displayed something so interesting and inex- 
pressibly sweet, that, with a feeling of compassion livelier 
than had ever before animated my bosom, I knelt on 
the sand beside him, and endeavoured to raise his head: 
with a deep groan, he opened his languid eyes, and fixed 
them on my face. Ah! Mrs. Henry, that look can never, 
never be forgotten; it is engraved on my very heart! 
My brother, and some of the people, alarmed by my 
cries, came to the spot; and the stranger was con- 
veyed to our house ; where he was treated with a kind 
of churlish civility by my uncle, but with the greatest 
attention by Gilbert and myself, till his recovery was 
completed. 

His expressions of gratitude to us all were unbounded; 
but me he called his guardian Angel; and treated me 
with a respectful tenderness I had never before ex- 
perienced. 

It is impossible to describe Edward Hamilton to you; 
he was all that is lovely, all that is amiable, in man; he 
was not at this time two and twenty, but a pattern of 
manly beauty, and eminently accomplished. I knew 
net that I hada soul, till I saw him, He took the 
greatest delight in teaching Gilbert and me; and, in the 
course of the winter, which he passed with us, we 
improved more than you would have thonght it possible 
we could haye done in so short a time; the reason 
was plain; we both loved, nay idolized, our teacher ; 
fur Gilbert prized him as highly as I did, and ever 
must, 

Hamilton did not conceal his love for me, either 
from my unele, or my brother; nor did he affect the 
least concealment about his family, or connexions: his 
mother was dead; but his father, the kindest and best 




















THE LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM. 32 
TNT RT SRT ws ISN 





of parents, was still alive: he was descended from a 
noble family, and the youngest of several sons, who 
had places at court, or had acquired high military 
rank and renown; he himself had been early placed in 
thé Navy, and was first Lieutenant of the ship which 
had been cast away on our island. He had written 
to his anxious parent as soon as he was able to hold 
a pen; and received the most affectionate answer, 
conjuring him not to delay flying to his father’s arms. 
This request he resolved to comply with; he wished to 
obtain his father’s consent to our union; and immedi- 
ately return, and claim me for his bride. My uncle 
did not withhold his consent; but he treated me often 
with harshness, and Hamilton with little less than 
rudeness. It was in the latter end of November, that 
Edward became an inmate of our house ; the winter 
set in with the utmost severity, and continued long 
after the expected return of spring; even in the 
month of May, the frost was intense, and the snow 
lay deep on the ground; but we could not regret the 
tardiness of spring, for it delayed the departure of 
Edward. ‘There was no winter in our hearts; they 
glowed with a mutual and fervent passion; but so pure 
and spotless, that Angels need not have blushed to have 
owned it. O! happy winter, the happiest, brightest period 
of Sibelia’s life! thou fledst too fast. In May he left us; 
his parting tears, for Edward Hamilton did not disdain to 
weep, still seem to glow upon my cheek ; they sunk into 
my heart; they are cherished there, dear as the vital 
drops that visit it. 

Hawilton was scarcely gone, when my uncle asked 
me, with a sneer, if I really supposed that he was to 
allow me to throw myself away upon a poor younger 
brother, who had nothing but a commission in the 
Navy, when I might, both from birth and fortune, aspire 
to the first families in Orkney. I was for a few minutes 
struck dumb with astonishment; but, at last, recovering 
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the use of speech, declared that no person on earth 
should make me break the vows I had plighted to 
Hamilton; that his I was, and his only would I ever be. My 
uncle “ grinned horribly a ghastly smile.” “ We shall see, 
we shall see, my heroic lass;” and so saying, left the 
room. A few days after, Gilbert went to Zetland with 
a Mr. Strong, to spend the summer; for no reason 
that I could possibly discover, but that he might be 
out of the way, and that I might be made an easier 
victim of his cruelty. Soon after, the young and handsome 
Mr. Fenton, one of the richest Lairds of Orkney, was 
accidently introduced to me. 1 really believe my uncle 
wished that I might make an impression on the heart of 
the young Laird ; but happily he was disappointed; and 
Iescaped this additional mortification. 

My uncle one day told me, that as he hoped, nay, 
had no doubt, I should at some time be united to one 
of the first families in the place, and was now six- 
teen, he thought of sending me to a boarding school in 
England ; adding, ‘“ Ungrateful as you have hitherto 
appeared, I hope you will have a due sense of my 
goodness to you in this respect.” I instantly saw that 
this was only a pretence to keep me out of the way 
when Hamilton returned; and declared, that I would 
not go from Orkney, until 1 went under Mr. Hamilton's 
pretection. My declaration availed me not; I was hurried 
in a few days to Kirkwall, and from thence to England, 
where I was placed ata boarding school ; which might rather 
have been called a prison; I was strictly watched, and 
it was with the greatest difficulty that I sent a letter 
to Hamilton; I wrote twice, but never received an 
ansWer. I confess I began to doubt his constancy and 
honour; but Iam since convinced that I did him great 
injustice. The man who can use refined and delicate 
stratagems to win a feeling and tender heart only to 
destroy it by neglect and fasehood, must indeed be a 
villain; such a character could never, never be associated 
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with Edward Hamilton in the mind of any one who had 
ever known him. I now look upon him as by some fatal, 
over-ruling destiny for ever lost to me; but am de- 
termined never to be the wife of another. I will still 
repose the firmest confidence in his integrity and honour, 
and cherish his loved idea, and mourn him as you do 
vour departed husband and lever.” Here Sibelia ceased, 
and Agnes tenderly sympathised in her story. 

In afew days, they were obliged to part ; Agnes bade her 
new friends adieu with a pang she thought nothing in the 
world could give her; while Sibelia’s heart seemed almost 
breaking. Even Mrs. Thomson was deeply affected; and la- 
mented, that it was not in her power to accompany her to 
Kirkwall. ‘The road between Kirkwall and the village of 
Stromness was almost impassible ; the only conveyance she 
could procure was a bad horse for herself and another for 
her attendant. Kirkwall is the only town in Orkney, and 
stands on the largest of the islands called Pomona; the 
town is disagreeable and dirty, lying very low; it has 
one fine embellishment, Saint Magnes’ Cathedral, which 
is a venerable looking pile, and built of brick; the ruins 
of the Earl and Bishop of Orkney's Palaces still attract 
attention; the Earl's is entire enough to give a good idea 
of its former rude magnificence ; but the Bishop’s has only 
one entire tower. Agnes, on her arrival, found that the 
vessel she intended going by to Zetland had sailed a few 
hours before ; and overcome by disappoint mentand fatigue, 
she was carried to a miserable place, to which they gave 
the name of an inn. . 

Here she was taken suddenly and dangerously ill; and 
here, perhaps, her sorrows might have terminated in death, 
and, without a friend to sooth herlast pang, she had sunk 
unknown, and unknowing, to the grave, had it not been 
for the kindness and humanity of Mrs. B****; a lady 
who was possessed of every quality that can adorn the 
sex; and whose name will long be remembered with 
sentiments of admiration and respect. 
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Understanding that a female stranger, who was re- 
ported to be the widow of an officer, lay dangerously jl] 
at their miserable inn, she immediately waited on her; 
and being much interested, had her conveyed to genteel 
and comfortable lodgings ; where she every day saw her, 
and treated her with the utmost kindness and attention, 

Here Agnes gave birth to alittle girl; to whom, in 
the presence of Mrs, B**** and her worthy husband, was 
given the name of Ella, the name of her lost Malcolm's 
mother, a name ever dear to him, and never mentioned 
but with the tenderest emotion. 

As soon as she had so far recovered as to bear the 
fatigue of travelling, she took an affecting leave of her 
charming protectress; and ventured once more upon 
that element which had been so fatal to her hopes, 
During her stay at Kirkwall, she had not heard from the 
Thomson family, and purposely avoided writing to them; 
fearful of involving them in any new quarrel with their 
ehurlish uncle, 

It was now the month of June; the scene was grand 
and beautilul, and entirely new to Agnes ; who, while her 
infant reposed its innocent cheek on her bosom, sat on 
deck, and contemplated it with delight and admiration! 
The hospitable shores of Kirkwall receded from her view; 
they passed the green isle of Shapensay; and, as the 
favouring breezes filled the swelling canvas one hy one, 
the islands of Orcadia vanished from her sight. The 
evening advanced; nothing met the eye, but the blue 
vault of Heaven above, and the heaving ocean below; 
the sca fowl flew screaming past to seek their nests, and 
the uncouth seal sometimes showed his large head above 
the waves, The sun set in flaming gold behind ‘the 
mighty world of waters,’ half veiled by a rich net-work of 
purple, and dusky hued clouds ; night, still tranquil, came 
on, but not wiapped in clouds of sullen darkness ; a bright 
yellow glowed ifthe West, and a gloomy, but pleasing 
greyish bluc overspread the rest of the firmament, Agnes 
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now retired to a little cabin, which was rendered com- 
fortable by the care of the amiable Mrs. B****; fearful 
lest the chillness of the night should hurt her slumbering 
innocent. Having recommended herself and child to the 
protection of the Almighty, she fell into a pleasing slumber. 


( To be continued, ) 
—_—_ 
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Verses on a handsome Gipsy and Fortune-Teller. 





When Leance, the Gipsy from Chartres, came to Paris 
for the first time, she caused mach enquiry concerning 
her, and much admiration of her person and qualifica- 
tions. She was only sixteen years old, her features very 
regular, her eyes brilliant, her teeth beautiful, her figure 
tall, and her skill in dancing admirable. People of the 
first fashion, men and women, paid her a visit, and en- 
quired of her their fature destinies. Painters were eager 
to draw her portrait, and to sell copies of it; and all their 
poets, without exception, made elegies, epigrams, &c. 
upon this fair prophetess. The following by Urban 
Chevreau was one of the best— 











Beau chef-d’ceeuvre de la nature, 
Qui voulez dans ma main voir ma bonne avanture, 
Vous l’y chrchez bien vainement ; 
Elle est dans votre ceur écrite seulement ; 
Et pourvu qu’a mes veux il ne soit point contraire, 
Vous pouvez la dire aisément; 
Il vous est aisé de la faire. 










IMITATED. 










Loveliest of Nature’s works, ah! why 
Thus vainly in my hands you try 

My fortune to discover? 
My fate is written in your heart, 
And ’tis your will, and not your art, 
Can kill, or save, your lover. 


VOL. XVI. WN. &- 2F 
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HARRIET; 
OR, THE NOVICE; 


A CAUTIONARY TALE, FOUNDED UPON FACTS, 
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CHAP. XI. 
(Concluded from p. 257.) 


Poor human nature plans its own happiness; it basksin 
the fancied pleasurable visions of its own forming, but sees 
not the distant storm that levels all the structure it has 
fondly raised. The friend that Petersham hastened to was 
the person whom he thought lIcast likely to thwart his 
plans! but disappointment came to him as it had done to 
many others, unsuspected ; and whence it was least ex- 
pected, Just relieved from a paroxysm of agony, he found 
General Torrid, the brother of his father, who mustered 
all his strength to prepare his nephew for a recital, which, 
he informed him, would require all his courage to bear. 
You have absented yourself so long from my presence, 
nephew Petersham, said the old man, that I had deter- 
mined never to speak to you again; but by mere chance 
I have become acquainted with a secret that nearly re- 
lates to you; and your neglect to your father’s brother 
"had nearly been punished with everlasting misery. Pe- 
tersham trembled. I have understood, continued he, that 
you have formed an acquaintance with a family known by 
the name of Seabright, and that you have even proposed 
marriage to that woman’s daughter. Know, then, young 
man, that that female is your sister! !!——-———Petersham 
turned sick at heart; the domestic was rung for; water 
was procured, and as soon as our astonished hero had re- 
covered himself, his uncle repeated the dreadful truth ; 
accompanied with such proofs of identity as satisfied him 
of its probability. The proofs were simple and conclusive. 
Petersham’s father was like himself, a man of pleasure: 


in the carly part of his life he became acquainted with the 
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mother of Harriet, then young, beautiful, accomplished, 
and—imprudent; for some time a connexion had sub- 
sisted between them unknown to his injured wife; this 
connexion was only dissolved by the hand of death; but, 
before that event took place, he had imparted his crimi- 
nality to his brother, the General; and leaving a small 
provision for Harriet and her mother, he expired, There 
was enough in the appearance of Mrs. Seabright to cor- 
roborate this account; her look the morning Petersham 
called at her house, and his detection of the mis-spelt 
name, were proofs that her manner of living was not the 
most respectable; and he was convinced that his uncle 
had snatched him from misery. As the mariner, escaped 
from imminent danger, cannot immediatcly indulge in 
pleasure, from reflecting on the mournful fate he so lately 
anticipated, so were the thoughts of Petersham solely oc- 
cupied by this astonishing discovery, and almost miracu- 
lous escape. Something was necessary to be done; it was 
an affair of extreme delicacy. The General took this bu- 
siness upon himself. Could I have ever imagined, Charles, 
he continued, that such a circumstance would have oc- 
curred, I should doubtless, ere this, have warned you of 
the consequence. I thank heaven, I am not too late, 
What I can do, I will. Dine with me to-day; we shall 
then be enabled to arrange something conclusive ; after 
which, I trust, your usual spirits will return; but take this 
caution with you—Never neglect a person because you 
imagine he can be of no further use to you. We often 
derive assistance and friendship from persons whom we 
do not expect, or desire to take an interest in our wel- 
fare. 

An affair of so much importance required immediate 
attention. Mrs. Seabright received a letter from the Ge- 
neral, with a full explanation; at which the lady was so 
much affected, that she could not attend a party that eve- 
ning ; but, as she was alone, she was not under the necessity 
of shedding tears, or falling into hysterics, To acquaint her 
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daughter, however, of the loss of her husband, was no 
pleasant thing ; it was impossible he could be her brother; 
and she had recourse to her inventive powers for framing 
a story which would shock her daughter, and check her 
hopes, as little as possible. Strange as it may appear, our 
Novice did not feel all that violent emotion she fancied 
she should; and if we may draw conclusions from her 
looks, she appears perfectly satisfied with the equipage 
she now drives; and looks with no small pleasure on 
the pea-green and silver liveries of the man who is short- 
jy expected to lead her to the hymeneal altar. A cam- 
paign in Spain has, in a great measure, obliterated much 
from the brain of Petersham; and as his sister is about 
to be made an honest woman, he may not think his epau- 
lets disgraced by such a connexion. The horrible cir- 
cumstance he escaped has had some effect on him; he 
inveighs against dissipation; and it is presumed, he, in 
conjunction with his half-sister, will settle such an annuity 
on Harriet’s mother as will enable her to live without 
having recourse to black-legs for support. 

Such are the incidents we have laid before our readers; 
the moral is obvious. It may teach a man, that the com- 
mission of crime rests not with himself alone; but that, 
in his imprudence, he may innocently involve his children 
in endless misery. In the round of licentiousness, the 
father hardly suspects, that the child he brings into the 
world may one day be guilty of crimes for which he only 
can be answerable; and that, in neglecting his spurious 
offspring, his child may retaliate, by a sort of retributive 
justice ; and the pistol of the robber avenge, though un- 
knowingly, the neglect and injustice of the parent, in 
having discarded his son, Let this consideration, then, 
check the first impulse of guilt; and may the denuncia- 
tion, “ that the sins of the father shall be visited on the 


children,” prevent the evil consequences of heedless sin. 
c. 
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EDWARD AND PAULINA; 


A GERMAN TALE. 


ie 
(Continued from page 269. ) 


“ PauLtna, in infancy, found the Marchioness de C—— 
a gencrous benefactress, and a second mother; but when 
the beauty of her person was matured, the true cha- 
racter of her patroness was unveiled, and she reluctantly 
beheld, instead of a guardian to protect her from vice, a 
corrupter of her morals, and a most cruel enemy to 
her peace. 

“ The Marchioness was one of those extremely bad 
women who think to justify all their irregularities under 
the boasted name of philosophy, and by a most absurd 
perversion of language, boldly style themselves the friends 
of wisdom, while in reality they are the friends of every 
vice. 

“ Since a just admiration of the monuments and chef- 
d’auvres of the ancients have led to learned researches 
in the arts in which they excelled, the Marchioness, a 
well-informed woman, devoted her nights to this study. 
Not content with being clothed, having her head dressed, 
her house furnished, and served @ /’antique, she thought 
of rendering her resemblance to the handsome ladies of 
Athens and Rome more perfect by imitating their manners. 
She had read that some of them, and particularly the 
celebrated Sappho, cultivated a taste which the moderns 
have discarded. Supported by these great examples, and 
{uli a" cortempt for the time present, the Marchioness 
conceived it glorious to deliver herself up to the natural 
depravity of her heart. 

“ The pretty, sweet, and timid Paulina became the 
object of a passion which, in her innocence, she mistook. 
for the expression of a lively and disinterested friendship. 
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Penetrated with gratitude to her benefactress, her looks, 
words, and actions, sought incessantly to testify it; and 
all her naive caresses served to kindle the criminal passion 
which became the soarce of her misfortunes. 

“The Marchioness had carried Paulina to Provence ; 
she hoped, in isolating her, to govern her mind entirely ; 
and to instill at leisure the poison of her principles. 
Although far from entering into the criminal intentions of 
her perfidious friend, the young person began to be 
alarmed at the boldness of her conversation ; and already 
approached her with a kind of awe. 

“ At this time, I had the happiness to know her, and 
soon to inspire her with some interest for my person. — 
This sentiment, by degrees, took possession of her soul, 
and effaced every unpleasant impression. Her sole care 
and occupation was to hide our intercourse from the 
Marchioness, in the hope of realizing that felicity which 
she fondly imagined would result from our union. 

“ The same day that Paulina was to have fled with me, 
she received an order from the Marchioness to dress 
herself, and accompany her to the Princess de : 
to whom she wished to present her. 

“The reception she met with was extremely gracious ; 
but an indiscreet word escaped her lips, and the looks 
and countenance of the Princess enabled her to judge 
of her character; perhaps even to foresee the snare 
laid for her innocence by these two artful women. Till 
now, a veil had covered the criminal intentions of the 
Marchioness ; and rivalling the easy confidence of the 
Princess, she blushed not to declare to the young person 
what she dared to expect from her. 

“ Confounded and humbled, Paulina knew’ not‘at jirst 
what to answer; but suddenly collectiug her courage 
and strength, she energetically expressed the indignation 
with which her soul was filled. Promises, threats, and 
every effort, were in vain used to calm her. She wished 
to leaye the apartment; they endeavoured to detain 
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her; and, in despair, she protested to make known to 
the world the blackness of so base a project. 

“ The Princess withdrew, darting at Paulina a dreadful 
look ; the Marchioness, disguising her fury under a 
calmer mien, coldly offered to carry her back; but 
agreed to the necessity of separating for ever on the 
morrow. 

“ Arrived at the mansion, Paulina, exhausted by the 
extreme agitation she had just undergone, was taken 
from the carriage, and conducted to the boudoir of the 
Marchioness, who shut her up, with two attendants, 
entirely devoted to her will. 

* A few moments after, the surgeon of the Marchioness 
appeared: she drew him aside; and spoke to him ina 
very animated manner; during the conversation, he often 
regarded Paulina with looks that betrayed confusion 
and commiseration, The Marchioness continued to speak 
to him in a low, but angry tone; and s profound incli- 
nation of the surgeon announced that he was ready to 
comply with her request. 

“‘ He prepared divers surgical instruments, placed a 
seat, and made a sign to Paulina to come, and sit down. 
The unfortunate, too certain that some cruelty was 
intended, threw herself at the feet of the Marchioness, 
and bathed them with her tears. Her despair produced no 
other effect upon this fury than a Sardonic smile. Ani- 
mated with the same spirit, the two waiting-women scized 
their victim, whom they dragged, and fixed in an arm-chair. 

“ Paulina expected death; and was resigned to her 
fate; but the revenge of the Marchioness was more 
ingenious, and more atrocious; she ordered her too 
unfortunate captive to present her tongue for a surgical 
operation. 3 

“ The young and innocent creature would have sub- 
mitted to the stroke of death without a struggle; but such 
refinement of cruelty was too much to endure; she 
\collected her remaining strength, and made a courageous, 
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but ineffectual effort, to escape from her persecutors ; 
their rage triumphed, and the crime was perpeirated. 

““ When the unfortunate had recovered from a deep 
swoon, occasioned by so much suffering, the Marchioness 
ordered her to be placed in the carriage; she herself 
entered ; and, in a by street, took up the surgeon, who 
was in attendance, They left Paris immediately, and, 
after travelling some hours, the carriage stopt in the 
court of a castle totally unknown to Paulina: she was 
taken, and carried to an apartment; where she was 
shut up. 

“ Three months, she languished in confinement, when 
it was announced, that she was to be removed; this was 
a subject of indifference, provided her sorrows were no 
more to be insulted by her hateful persecutor. 

“‘ She was accompanied on her journey by a man 
whom she had never seen; and who uttered not a word 
that could give the least clue to her future destiny. They 
travelled in the night, and stopt at the foot of a fortress, 
flanked with high towers. 

“ The conductor of Paulina produced an order, by 
virtue of which the doors were ordered to be opened. 
She was made to ascend a winding stair-case; shut up in 
an apartment, with enormous bolts, and grated-up win- 
dows, which indicated, that she was confined in a state- 
prison; but she was ignorant that it was the Bastille. 

“ Her imprisonment lasted six months, and her days 
were consumed in despair. Of all the afflictions that 
wounded her heart, the most cruel, which she has since 
protested a hundred times, was the idea, that I should 
lose my affection for an unfortunate girl deprived of 
speech, She would infallibly have sunk under the violence 
and continuance of her grief, if an event the most un- 
expected had not broken her chains, and placed her 


under my protection.” | 
(To be continued.) 
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The Victim of Despair. 


rT 
(Continued from page 285.) 


Wuen [ thought of remonstrating with my wife upon 
her prodigality, and suspicious friendships, she answered 
audaciously, that I was ungrateful, and that she would 
leave me, if I uttered another word of reproach. Yes, 
notwithstanding my conduct to you, you would have 
pitied my deplorable situation: my house resembled 
an inn; new faces were constantly entering; and the 
foolish expence, occasioned by all this company, ab- 
sorbed not only all the revenue of my place, which 
was worth five thousand pounds per annum, but over- 
whelmed me with debt. 

“ T availed myself of an order from government for 
superiatending some public works, to pass the summer 
from home. When I returned, I found my wife apparently 
dying of a consumptive disease. She felt her end ap- 
proaching, and endeavoured to dissipate the melancholy 
subject, by partaking of every pleasure which she was 
still capable of enjoying. Through compassion, I hu- 
moured her tastes; and, from this moment, conceived the 
hope of being one day united to you. 

“ T left my house at the close of Winter to attend the 
public works. In a month, my wife died; and I returned 
in haste to regulate my affairs with my creditors, whom 
I expected to be numerous: not one appeared ; and my 
astonishment increased at finding several hundred ducats 
in my wife’s casket. I at first thought it probable, that the 
minister had sent her considerable presents. I was 
free; and wrote to conjure you, after a life of slavery, 
to make me happy. My letter did not reach you; the 
bearer was informed that your aunt was dead, and it was 
unknown where you then resided. 
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* While I was employed in endeavouring to discover 
your abode, I received a letter from the minister: he re- 
proached me with having shortened the days of his dear 
cousin by severely depriving her of every pleasure; he 
expressed his dissatisfaction at the great sums I had ex- 
pended in the public works; and their not being dis- 
eontinued in winter. He announced, that a royal com- 
mission was issued to compel me to give an exact 
account of my administration. Although fearless, I 
collected all my papers, and, comparing my registers with 
those of the Receiver, who had been ordered to supply 
me with money on my signature, I was astonished at the 
total amount he pretended to have advanced, thirty 
thousand florins more than I had received, or expended. 
My own sign manual attested it; and my acquittances 
proved, that, during the winter, this sum had actually 
been received on account of the works. I was desirous 
of knowing through what hands this money had passed ; 
and learnt, that my wife had been the cause of its being 
remitted ; it was, therefore, not difficult to comprehend, 
how she had been able to support so much expence 
without incurring debt. It is still uncertain, whether she 
so weil imitated my signature as to deceive even myself, 
or, what is more likely, whether she had art sufficient in 
my moments of inebriety to induce me to sign the papers 
necessary for her frauds. I remember well, that at table 
she always pressed me to drink; and that, on such oc- 
casions, her manners were extraordinarily sweet, amiable, 
and insinuating. She learnt from experience, how easy 
it was to govern me, when my reason was bewildered by 
intoxication. The Receiver of the Domains was one of 
my wife’s most assiduous lovers, and would not inform me 
of her secret intrigues. I could not supply the deficiency ; 
and the commission came. I gave them all my papers ; 
and fled the night following. I carried away only two 
hundred ducats, although I could have taken much more ; 
but, at such a moment, when I was accused of having 
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misapplied the public money, I dared not take more. I 
fled without plan, or design. I heard your name by 
chance at an inn; and, endeavouring to conceal my 
emotion, enquired the place of your retreat. I have 
found you; and my fate is decided. I may still be happy, 
if you do not refuse to unite yourself to a man who has 
no other wealth than your love; but I will instantly put 
an end to my existence, if you be inaccessible to pity.” 

“ IT was much affected at the narrative of the un- 
fortunate Theodore. Who are more inclined to pardon than 
lovers? Who have a greater contempt for danger? After 
a long absence, I again saw the only man I had ever 
loved ; and I saw him in the most deplorable situation; 
how could I destroy his only remaining hope? In tears, 
I threw myself into his arms; and swore to-follow him to 
any part of the universe. His joy and gratitude imparted 
the sweetest sensation I had ever felt. The hour of 
separation arrived ; and we agreed to meet the next day, 
in the same place, to concert measures. 

“The day following, he assured me, that he had passed 
the night in reflection, and found only one plan prac 
ticable; cither to fly to Russia, or America; for too much 
danger would pursue him to Germany. He begged me 
to decide which way we should turn our steps. A weak 
state of health inclined me to prefer America; I dreaded 
the rigorous climate of Russia; and, in truth, was rather 
alarmed at a voyage by sea; but had read such enthusiastic 
and enchanting descriptions of North America,—had 
heard so much of the moderate price of land and prc 
visions, that I imagined, my fortune might be employed 
to advantage, and I should be able to secure a cone 
siderable inheritance for children, if blessed with them, 
Theodore was pleased with my project, and removed 
till I should be able to render him still more secure 
against discovery. I immedjately settled my affairs; for 
areasonable premium, my banker paid me in cash nearly 
the value of my property. I did not part, without regret, 
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from the friends f left in the convent; and quickly re- 
joined Theodore at the frontiers. We reached Switzerland ; 
and were so much pleased with the country, that we 
remained there four months. We traversed France to go 
to England, and learnt at Paris, that the season being far 
advanced, we should not find American vessels in any 
of the British ports. We regretted this delay, which 
would diminish our capital. ‘Theodore went to a port to 
obtain further information ; and met one of the numerous 
emissaries that the celebrated Olavides at that time 
sent to all parts to people the Sierra Morena, of Spain, 
with foreign colonies. ‘This person gave so flattering 
a description of the country, and the happiness that 
might be expected, that Theodore immediately determined 
wpon going there. He presented to me the Spanish 
agent, who enlarged still more upon the value of the 
country to which he wished to allure us. I saw how 
cager my lover was to embrace this opportunity, and our 
names were subscribed to the list. The week following, 
we sailed for Spain. Our vessel was filled with persons 
of every nation; but principally German. The greater 
part had expatriated to escape misfortune, or the pro- 
secution of the law. Among the passengers, was a priest 
of the same religious persuasion, who united us together; 
and, in the arms of my Theodore, I anticipated the 
happiness which awaited me in another country. 


(To be continued. ) 





LORD BUSSEL. 


When Lord Russel was on the scaffold, and pre- 
paring to be beheaded, he took his watch out of his 
pocket, and gave it to Dr. Burnet, who assisted his 
devotions, with this observation: ‘‘ My time-piece may 
he of service to you; I have no further occasion for 
it; my thoughts are fixed on eternity.” 
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MELANGES LITTERAIRES. 
No. I. 
I 
Anecdote of Praxiteles, the celebrated Grecian Sculptor. 


Pausanias relates in his “ Attics” a singular story of 
this ancient and eminent artist of Greece. The sculptor 
had promised two of the finest statues he possessed to his 
favourite mistress. The lady, in order to discover on 
which two of his collection Praxiteles placed the highest 
Value, practised the following stratagem: she sent a mes- 
sage to inform him, that a fire had burst out very near his 
cabinet. The artist immediately exclaimed, “ I hope they 
will rescue the Cupid and the Satyr from the rage of the 
flames.” His mistress some time after asked these statues 
of her lover, who could not extricate himself from his rash 
promise. 








Anecdote of Don Francisco Quevedo *, Author of the Visions. 


Quevedo, according to the account of the writer of his 
life, was laine, by both his feet being turned inwards, To 
conceal this deformity, he used to wear a long gown. 
Once in company by chance he discovered one of his feet, 
and observing a lady who saw it winking to the rest of 
the company, that they might take notice of it, ““ Ladies,” 
exclaimed the philosopher, “ you have great reason to 
laugh at this stump of a foot of mine; but I will lay you 
a wager that there is a much more deformed foot than this 
in the present company.” A murmur arose on this speech 
through the whole circle ; each man and woman looked 
at one another's feet. “ It is concealed,” says Quevedo; 
“but, to prove my assertion true, I will make the disco- 
very.” On saying which, he drew his gown aside, and 
displayed his other foot, which was still a more hideous 
object than that which they had seen. 


* See his Life, published in 1683, in 8vo. by Don Pablo Antonio di Tarsia. 
VOL. XVI. N. 8. 26 
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M. SCUDERY AND HIS SISTER. 

Scudery, returning from his government of Nétre Dame, 
with his sister, stopped one night at Pont Saint-Esprit, 
and slept in a two-bedded room. Before they went to 
sleep, Scudery conversed with his sister about the romance 
of Cyrus, which they were composing jointly.—‘ What 
shall we do,” says the brother, “ with Prince Mazare ?” 
“| think we must poison him,” replied the sister. “ No,” 
rejoined the brother, “ I think we must keep the Prince 
alive longer, as we have some business in hand for him; 
and it will be in our power to kill him when we like.” 
During this conversation between the brother and _ sister 
about the fate of Prince Mazare, a merchant, who slept 
in anather room adjoining to them, and divided ouly by a 
thin partition, had been long listening to this discourse ; 
and assured that the parties were plotting the assassinatiqn 
of some Prince, arose from his bed, and went immediately 
to a magistrate, to unfold this dark scheme. Scudery 
and his sister were arrested, and carried prisoners to 
Paris, and summoned before the court; who, hearing the 
account of the embryo romance given by the authers, 
dismissed the cause with a very hearty laugh. 





ON WOMEN. 

M. Basile asked Santeul one day, why pretty women 
were in general pleasant and good-humoured, and ugly 
women, on the contrary, harsh, and always out of hu- 
mour. “ The reason is obvious,” replicd the Bard; “ the 
former are accustomed to have civil and agrecable things 
said to them perpetually, and the latter are daily cha- 
grined at being neglected.” Being asked another time, 
why pretty women were less sensible and accomplished 
than plain women, Santeul replied, “ ‘Fhe latter seck 
company which may instruct them, and the former shew 
generally an aversion to such kind of society; so that 
those women who have no beauty, recveie from nature 
propensities that compensate to them the want of charais,” 
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CONVERSATION. 


In this kind of commerce with our equals and inferiors, 
we should use an easiness of address, obliging manners, a 
ready and respectful atiention to what they utter; and 
avoid a display of superiority in conversation, either from 
our talents or acquisitions; which caution will defend us 
from the hate and envy of those with whom we associate. 
Those among whom we use expressions of inattention and 
contempt, or pronounce sentiments with too much warmth 
and predilection, will either avoid us, or seek occasion to 
injure us by secret acts of malevolence, excited by pain- 
ful feelings of inferiority. Such is the nature of man. On 
the contrary, when we assume no airs of importance, those 
who know our capacities, and those who are made ac- 
quainted with them afterwards, esteem our acquaintance 
more, and view our talents at a higher rate, than if we 
had endeavoured to blazon them ourselves. To gain the 
good-will of those with whom we converse, the infallible 
method is, to be the cause of their displaying the acqui- 
sitions which they possess, and to keep our own back. 
Self-love here is gratified in every speaker; and he values 
us as the means of making himself more conspicuous and 
important. 





ANECDOTE OF CHESS. 


The President of was considered the best chess- 
player in France. His fame excited the envy of a 
stranger, who apparently came at a great distance, to 
provoke the President to a game. The stranger ap- 
peared booted, and ina few days challenged the Presi- 
dent to a game of chess, and soon conquered. The 
President could neither detain him to dinner, nor obtain 
from him his name, &c. He used to say he never 
saw aman possessed of such a knowledge and skill in 
the game; but he never could afterwards discover his 
conqueror. 
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ANECDOTES of DISTINGUISHED FEMALES. 


MARGUERITE DE VALOIS. 


MARGUERITE de Valois, sister of Francis I. of France, 
was for many yeafs in the latter part of her life very 
much employed in religious studies. This affectionate 
woman undertook a journey to Spain, on the imprison- 
ment of her brother by Charles V. Her speeches to the 
Spanish ministers, by their good sense and spirit, oc- 
casioned the court of Madrid to treat Francis with 
every respect to his rank. On the return of Francis 
to his kingdom, he repaid the favours of Margaret with 
all the tenderness of a brother; and on her marriage 
with the King of Navarre in 1526, Francis shewed his 
gratitude with the munificence of a King. As a Queen, 
the character of Margaret shone with no less splendour. 
She gave great encouragement to agriculture, and salutary 
protection to men of learning. She was a patroness of 
the arts, and ornamented and fortified several towns in 
her realms. Her compositions in verse and prose ob- 
tained her the name, from the writers of her time, of 
the tenth Muse. On her death the following epigram 
was written— 


Si la mort n’est que séparation 

D’ame et de corps; et que la connoissance 
De Dieu s’acquiert par élévation 

D'esprit, laissant corporelle alliance ; 

Entre la mort et vie, différence 

De Marguerite aucune ne peut étre, 
Sinon, que morte a parfaite science, 

De ce que vive eit bien voulu connojtre. 
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If, when we die, th’ unbodied spirit flies 

To brighter scenes of knowledge in the skies, 
Exalted there in faculties and place, 

With keener search, God’s attributes to trace ; 
Go, Margaret, in death your triumph find, 
Which opes the gates of science to your mind; 
Your soul shall there immortal raptures feel, 
And burn with purer, though not warmer zeal. 





POPP_EA., 


Tacitus records a curious instance of coquetry in 
Poppea, the wife of Nero, She used to cover a great 
part of her face, in order to raise a high idea of her 
beauty. ‘* Velata oris parte, ne satiaret aspectum ;” 
veiling part of her face, that she might not glut the 
eyes of the spectator with her charms. 


a 


OLY MPIAS. 


Aulus Gellius has preserved a letter of very delicate 
and humorous irony, which was written by Olympias 
in answer to her son Alexander, who had written her a 
letter with this inscription: “ Alexander, the son of 
Jupiter, to his mother Olympias.”—‘* Amabo, mi fili, 
quiescas: neque deferas me neque criminecre adversum 
Junonem, Malum mihi prorsim illa dabit magnum, quum 
tu me literis tuis pellicem illi esse confiteris.’—My dear 
son, I must entreat your silence; and do not render me 
criminal in the eyes of Juno by your insinuations, You 
may bring on my head the greatest possible calamity, by 
declaring in your letters that you look on me as the 


rival mistress of that goddess. 
26 3 
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REVIEW OF LITERATURE. 
eee eee 


The VICTIM of INTOLERANCE; or, The Hermit of 
Killarney ; a Catholic Tale ; by Robert Torrens ; 4 vols. 
18s. London, Gale, Curtis, and Fenner. 


In whatever point of view we regard this Tale, we have 
rarely read so eloquent, so beautiful, or so animated a 
production: it appeals so forcibly to the feelings, imagi- 
nation, and understanding, that, independent of its ob- 
vious intention, it must attract considerable notice, and 
be perused with increasing avidity. 

Indeed, were its tendency dangerous, the writer pos- 
sesses so much genius, such magic influence over the 
passions, and has infused such uncommon interest, that we 
should be fearful to recommend it; but we are of a differ- 
ent opinion, and whether read as a mere Fiction, or as an 
Tilustration, by a practical instance, of the necessity of 
Catholic ’'reedom; the moral and theological, as well as 
political, questions, are treated in so unassuming a man- 
ner, that, if they do not entirely convince, they will, at 
least, not give offence, even to persons who profess dif- 
ferent creeds, or entertain different opinions. 

here is so much novelty, so much variety, such fine 
delineation of character and fecling,—such beautiful de- 
scription of wild and romantic scenery,—interspersed, as 
give an indescribable charm and interest to the main pur- 
pose of the Tale. We follow the hero through all the vi- 
cissitudes of his life, participate in his disappointments, 
and mourn over the blight of his fair and alluring pros- 
pects.—O’Connor is an aspiring and ardent young man, 
of a noble and ancient family, who, from being a Catholic, 
is restrained in all his pursuits by prejudice, intolerance, 
and persecution, After having repeatedly won the prize 
of beauty, honour, and renown, he is, in every instance, 
disappointed of his reward, and has the mortification to 
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behold himself superseded by another of unequal desert; 
hence he is often thrown into delicate and difficult situa- 
tions; till at last the rite of burial being denied his hon- 
oured parent, he resists his opponents; a riot ensues; his 
partisans repel the civil and military powers; and he is 
proclaimed a rebel-leader;—he flies; meets with protec- 
tion from a band of rebels ; and becomes, from the intole- 
rant persecution of the orangemen, what he had strenu- 
ously wished to avoid. This is the climax of his misfor- 
tunes; his hopes are ruined; he is cut off from socicty ; 
and, after several ineffectual struggles, secludes himself in 
the savage solitude of Mucruss, in Killarney. 

This is but an imperfect sketch; our limits will allow 
of no more; the other characters, the O'Neils and Rus- 
sells (who, from the happy privilege of their situation, are 
exempt from the miseries incident to these trials), are 
most highly gifted, and of a superior order of beings. 
Emden, the Rebel Leader, impelled by his enthusiasm to 
acts which he conceives to be for the benefit of his coun- 
try, is a character which, for daring, enterprise, and deci- 
sion, has few equals; and elicites traits and sentiments of 
the loftiest and noblest kind. 

Several important questions are summarily and famil- 
iarly discussed; the conversation between Mrs, O'Neil 
and Julia Russell upon the propriety of a young female’s 
reading Kousseau’s Eloise, is spirited and ingenious: this 
has been considered a fascinating, but dangerous work ; 
but it is here contended, that, by delineating the progress 
of our feelings, and displaying the irresistible force of 
love, it gives us warning of the extent of the danger, and 
enables us to guard the avenues to the heart. 

The Author’s sentiments on Catholic freedom, as well 
as his address in presenting to the mind a difficult ques- 
tion in a clear and perspicuous light, may be gleaned 
from a short extract:— 


“ There is one method by which that interruption of sym- 
pathy, that alienation of heart, which so frequently arises from 
a diversity of sentiment, may be avoided.” My friend desired 
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me to name it, and I continued, “ By perfect freedom of pur- 
suit, perfect liberty of conscience. Amid the infinite variety 
which obtains in the universe, there are no two existences ex- 
actly similar. In the diversified associations and feelings, which, 
as we pass through life, education fixes, or accident calls forth, it 
is impossible that any two minds should, on every occasion, 
have a coincidence of sentiment. But it is on coincidence of 
sentiment that sympathy and approbation depend ; and when- 
ever a diversity of opinion and feeling is called into play, 
there some portion of alienation and dissatisfaction will obtain. 
This demonstrates, that persons, in the marriage state, should, 
to a certain extent, be independent. For the only method to 
preserve, uninterrupted, that flow of sympathy and inter- 
change of soul which constitute the charm of domestic inter- 
course, is a mutual forbearance that leaves the pursuits of 
each uninterrupted, and keeps out of sight, and throws to a 
distance, every thing on which a diversity of sentiment is 
likely to arise. To form a firm and indissoluble union, rational 
natures should touch at the points where they attract, and, 
where they repel, be suffered to recede. For there is no pet- 
fect affinity in minds; and when we would force them to 
coalesce completely, we produce a perpetual effervescence.” 

“ T can bring,” cried O'Neil, “ an experimental proof of the 
truth of your theory. Actuated by mutual respect, Mary Ann 
and myself have ever refrained from interfering with each 
other’s religious sentiments; each enjoys perfect liberty of 
conscience. Whenever our opinions happen not to coincide, 
each is anxious to leave the other free, and to keep at = dis- 
tance every thing that might interrupt the cordial sympathy 
arising from the thousand other instances in which our ideas 
and sentiments agree. Hence the diversity in our religious 
sentiments never interrupts our domestic harmony. In confor- 
mity to an agreement entered into before marriage, the boys 
are educated in the Catholic worship, the girls are brought up 
in the Protestant faith, and both instructed, as well by precept 
as example, to practise christian charity. Indeed in our happy 
family the spirit of bigotry is so completely subdued by the in- 
fluence of perfect toleration, that, as you have experienced, a 
person may be very intimately acquainted with us, without 


‘even suspecting that there is a want of conformity in our reli- 


gious sentiments.” 
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“ While my friend spoke, I was penetrated with emotions of 
the most lively pleasure. I had spoken of perfect liberty of 
pursuit, and perfect freedom of conscience, as the possible 
means of obviating the interruption of sympathy and aliena- 
tion of mind arising from a diversity of sentiment, without en- 
tertaining a hope that I should see my theory ever realized. 
To find therefore my principles brought to the test of expe- 
rience, and producing all the benefits with which, in specula- 
tion, they seemed pregnant, awoke me to unexpected delight. 
But this was not all. I saw that those I loved were happy. 1 
felt the conviction, that their satisfied looks and endearing ex- 
pressions were not, as in many melancholy instances, the arti- 
fices of vanity to conceal from the world the anarchy and dis- 
cord which throw the glooms of despair on the domestic 
seene, My spirits, which had been lately so depressed, became 
buoyant, my heart exulted, and I said with animation, “ My 
excellent friends, you have acted with the highest wisdom, In 
your happy circle, you have given our narrow-minded and be- 
sotted bigots a practical example how religious animosities 
may be effectually subdued. O that their lite minds could ex, 
pand to take in a lesson so sublime, and that, under the genius 
of perfect toleration, my distracted country might at length be 
permitted to repose! But why, my friends, was I not sooner 
made acquainted with your sentiments? Why have I been so 
long withheld from the beautiful, the delightful spectacle of a 
family professing different forms of worship, yet under the be- 
nign influence of domestic toleration, living in perfect bar- 
mony, and bound together by the strongest ties of amity and 
love ?” 


The Author is actuated by the desire of producing 
Liberality of Sentiment on one hand; and Moderation 
and Tranquillity on the other; and we sincerely wish him 
success; but while he regrets the injurious prohibitions 
which have held back the Catholics from partaking the 
honours and distinctions of their Protestant brethren, be 
attributes the failure of the cause of Catholic freedom to 
their own violence, which gave the triumph to their ene- 
mies, and turned their friends against them. PRPRP, 
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THE 
MIRROR OF FASHION 
FOR JUNE, 1814. 


The Dresses invented by Mesd. Pewley and Harmsworth, 
New Bond Strect. 








WALKING MORNING DRESS, 

A full gaged body of Muslin, with sleeves to cor- 
respond, and trimmed with fine Lace; a Petticoat, of 
Peach colour; cut with deep Vandykes at the bottom; 
and each Vandyke trimmed with three rows of rich 
fringe ; the Oldenberg Bonnet; which is immensely = 
large; of the same colour as the Petticoat. 

EVENING DRESS, 

Of Blue or White Sarsnet, with crape draperies af 
the same colour; trimmed with Blond Lace, in very 
full short sleeves, twisted, and tied with a bow of riband; 
no ornament is worn on the head in dress; but the hair 
in long large curls all round the head. 
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NOTES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
We beg to refer our Correspondents to an Address, on the 
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Lan completion of the Sixteenth Volume, at the end of this Num- 

a ber; in which we have explained our views and intentions for AN 
ats the future management of the publication. ie 
hg y . . 

et We should be happy to comply with the wishes of C, B.S, aN 


but, in this instance, cannot alter our determination. 

We must observe to Ariette, that though, in our willingness 
to “ oblige,” we have once suffered our better judgement to be 
trespassed upon, we do not mean to commit ourselves in the 
same way a second time. 

Mr. C, is requested to take more pains with his productions ; 
his Gossiper papers cannot be inserted, unless they have, at 
least, the negative recommendation of being correct. 

The Lines from Mr. 8. M. ave not equal to his former efforts. 

We hope again to be favoured with the esteemed produc- 
tions of OSCAR, and other respectable Correspondents. 

We shall be obliged to Mr. H. FINN to send us a Continua- 
tion of his elegant and interesting Letters by the 10th inst. 

Mr. PORTER has of late deserted us. We know of no sub- 
ject of offence ; and should be sorry to lose his Correspondence. 
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THE 


APOLLONIAN WREATH. 





THE CATHEDRAL; A POEM; 
BY H. FINN. 
Continued from page 298. 


HUMANITY, in tones more soft, more sweet 
Than Philomela’s song (fresh from her reed 
Of sylvan make), would win the joyless muse 
To thoughts her placid privacy loves most ; 
But truth unmasks conceai'd futurity, 

And courts Imagination’s wearied glance. 
Thro’ ether measureless, upbending, mark 
Yon swarthy band, Ambition’s offering 

To the foul Dagon termed self-policy : 

A crescent model of night’s sickly queen, 
(Ere her faint circle clasps its perfect light) 
In silver segments gleams above each brow ; 
The mark of Mahomet’s deluded tribe ; 

‘The sign of error, in an erring faith; 

Who fell the victims of an act, the crime- 
Recording Angel in the lore of time 

Ne’er parailel'd ; th’ accusing spirit 

Speaks in every pleading glance, and arms 
E’en Pity’s lenient heart with will to strike ; 
Each wound a gushing sentence on its cause. 
Still must the tired eye of intellect 

Number on martyr’d spirits, and deplore 
Inglorious and untimely destinies. 

A native phalanx of devoted youth 

Walks thro’ the smoky waste of nature’s work, 
Of age, of father, husband, brother, son; , 
Each ligament that twins affection with 

Its fellow love, lives there, and swells the charge 
Against the soul of Europe’s Homicide. 

What purple hues vary the bloodless checks 
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THE CATHEDRAL; A POEM; 
BY H. FINN. 


Continued from page 298. 

HUMANITY, in tones more soft, more sweet 
Than Philomela’s song (fresh from her reed 
Of sylvan make), would win the joyless muse 
To thoughts her placid privacy loves most ; 
But truth unmasks conceal'd futurity, 
And courts Imagination’s wearied glance. 
Thro’ ether measureless, upbending, mark 
Yon swarthy band, Ambition’s offering 
To the foul Dagon termed self-policy : 
A crescent model of night’s sickly queen, 
(Ere her faint circle clasps its perfect light) 
In silver segments gleams above each brow ; 
The mark of Mghomet’s deluded tribe ; 
‘The sign of error, in an erring faith; 
Who fell the victims of an act, the crime- 
Recording Angel in the lore of time 
Ne’er parallel'd ; th’ accusing spirit 
Speaks in every pleading glance, and arms 
E’en Pity’s lenient heart with will to strike ; 
Each wound a gushing sentence on its cause. 
Still must the tired eye of intellect 
Number on martyr'd spirits, and deplore 
Inglorious and untimely destinies. 
A native phalanx of devoted youth 
Walks thro’ the smoky waste of nature’s work, 
Of age, of father, husband, brother, son; 
Each ligament that twins affection with 
Its fellow love, lives there, and swells the charge 
Against the soul of Europe’s Homicide. 
What purple hues vary the bloodless checks 
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Of yon afflicted crowd at Jaffa slain 

By the slow torture of envenom’d drugs, 
That dye the features with a livid tint! 

In mad expansion each red orbit strains, 

‘To thrust the visual ball beyond its cell, 

Too small a confine for its rolling act : 

The deadly dew of lost insanity 

Foams from the bitten and discolour'd lip, 
And all is raving, agony, despair! 

Is there a heart could mar so much the front 
Moulded from Omniscience? could calmly plan 
The writhing, shrieking of its wretched race? 
How gladly would mild Charity say “ No!” 
But Justice scans it, and pronounces “ Yes!” 
Cinctur’d abont by holy race, the robe 

Of Virtue floats along the gloomy sphere, 
White as her bosom, and at her guiding 

Hand the noble manes of great D’ Enghien, 
Too early lost to liberty and life. 

A shout more fierce than voice of Victory, 

Or yelling tribes of wild Columbia’s clime, 
Cleaves the dense void, from millions of ill spirits ; 


For plunging down th’ unfathom’d trackless gulph, 


With fiends, deep delving thro’ sulphureous 


Lava, the cursing tyrant 
o* * * * * * © # *# F F e * 


(To be continued.) 


SON G. 
Thou hast an eye of sapphire hue, 
That darts from out its bed of blue 
A love inspiring ray; 
And as those piercing orbits roll, 
I feel their influence in my soul, 
Which falls an easy prey. 
Thou hast a form as Angel’s fair, 
Yhy thoughts are chaste, thy mind is rare; 
So perfect all thy charms, 
That I could ev’ry hope resign, 
To make so fair a creature mine, 
And clasp them in my arms, 
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A FRAGMENT. * 


~<a 
When Poesy, a shepherd’s child, 
Rov'd artless thro’ the woqdland wild, 
"Mid tangled brake and woody glen, 
Where never reach’d the hum of men ; 
When from the moor, or mountain’s side, 
She pluck’d the simple daisies’ pride, 
And cull’d from mossy dell or heath, 
With rushes bound a fragrant wreath ; 
Contentment revell’d in her eye, 
Her cheek was glow of western sky, 
And on her brow, in playful mien, 
Sat Cheerfulness, celestial queen. 
Amid the sylvan solitude, 
In numbers wildly sweet and rude, 
With fearful touch, the trembling wire 
She woke, and breath'd poetic fire ; 
It’s infant strains now softly stray'd, 
And on the evening zephyrs play’d, 
Or with the sky-lark’s matin song 
In tuneful cadence flow’d along ; 
The list'ning echoes caught the sound, 
And flung the dulcet murmurs round. 
Unknown to life’s tumultuous reign, 
The passions rov’d thro’ wood and plain ; 
On mountain peak, or oozy cave, 
List’ning the billowy tempest’s rave,-— 
By cataract, or tinkling rill, 
Secluded grove, or verdant hill,— 
Ere yet, by pond’rous art uprear’d, 
The city’s massive walls appear'd ; 
Or Fashion yet to man had lent 
The flanked tow’r, or battlement. 
As swept the minstrel chords along, 
Soft rapture kindled at the song ; 
Each strove to wake the silver tone, 
And call the tuneful lyre his own: 
From precipice that rear’d on high 
Its beetling fragments to the sky, 
Came Danger bold, with eye of fire, 
And struck with heedless force the wire ; 
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The jarring strings rebounded far, 
And breath’d discordant sounds of war. 
Ambition, from her giddy seat, 

Where grovell’d Envy at her feet, 

Now strove to gain, with ardent flame, 
By minstrelsy, the heights of fame ; 
But vain ;—the mingling murmurs swell, 
Confused wild o’er rock and dell. 
From dreary moor, from track of men, 
From desert wild, and darksome glen, 
Came Avarice, suspicion nigh 

Lurk’d in the covert of his eye; 

As o’er the chords his fingers stray’d, 
The sullen strings the touch obey’d; 
But ah! untimely, harsh, and shrill, 
The sounds awoke,—then slumber’d still. 
With gestures wild appear’d Despair, 
And struck a rude unmeaning air; 

But startled at the flitful spell, 
He sought again his midnight cell. 
Now Hope, a smiling blue-ey’d maid, 
In garb of softest hue array’d, 

Came dancing o’er the verdant plain; 
The laughing loves compos’d her train, 
The rosy hours in garlands drest, 

With pleasure wanton’d on her breast ; 
Her fingers struck the yielding lyre, 
And quick it breath’d celestial fire ; 
From caverns deep the echoes round 
Responsive murmur’d to the sound ; 
O’er hill and lawn, o’er moor it stray’d, 
And on the gentle breezes play’d ; 
Dark Envy frown’d as mingling wide, 
In softest harmony it died. 

With hurried pace Distraction came, 
Convulsions shook his hagard frame; 
The furies, wrapt in kindled ire, 

His brow inflam'’d with fiendlike fire; 
Tremendous shook the chords along, 
As struck his hand the harp of song ; 
Again a meditated stroke 


The jarring strings receiv’d, and broke!!! 
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By the late Mr. JOHN HENRY COLLS, of Norfolk, whe 
died of Consumption. 
Sickness! I yield to thy subduing sway! 
A livid paleness o’er each feature steals, 
Wildly irregular my pulses play, 
And all my frame a listless languor feels. 
Dim are these eyes, which once refulgent shone, 
And faint the throbbings of this aching breast ; 
My fault’ring voice has lost its wonted tone, 
And all my sorrows are by sighs exprest. | 
Few are the transports I can hope to share, ee 
While here a ling’ring victim I remain ; . 
Anticipation heightens my despair, 
And retrospection sharpens every pain. 
The sports of youth in which I once partook, 
Alas! no more th’ approving smile can wake ; 
On every scene I cast a heedless look, 
Nor know but THAT may be the last I take. © 
E’en the sweet converse of the nymph I love, 
Of late so pleasing, now disgusts my ear ; 
And should an angel whisper from above, 
His fine-ton’d accents I could scarcely bear. 
No med’cine, mixt with £culapian art, 
Can raise my spirits, or assuage my pain; 
For life’s warm tide scarce issues from my heart, 
And slowly creeps along each circling vein. 
Whene'er, by chance, these weary eye-balls stray ats 
O’er yon fair mirror—to its office true, asi 
My meagre form I shudder to survey, 
And almost doubt if ’tis myself I view. ee 
How chang’d! how alter'd from my former plight ; a 
When youthful vigour every sinew strung ; if 
And fancy wing’d her bold excursive flight, ? 
And notes of rapture warbled on my tongue. 
The dreams of pleasure which I THEN pursued— } 
No more shall lure me with their splendid guise ; 
Nor shall my love of fame be hence renew’d ; ; 
For sickness yields not to the great or wise. ; Sa 
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The frowns of censure, and the smiles of praise, 

And all that fortune, and that fate decree, 
The same indiff'rence in my bosom raise, 

For all, alas! is vanity to me.* 
Alike regardless of my friends and foes— 

I wait the dawning of that awful hour, 
Which to affliction brings a welcome close, 

And lifts the sou! above misfortune’s power. 
Then, when exempt from each terrestrial tie, 

My trembling spirit wings the fields of space, 
Congenial souls may quit their native sky, 

And, smiling, bear me to the Throne of Grace, 

* This Gentleman wrote a Vol. of Poems; which was published by 


J. W. H. Payne; when of Norwich. 
—_— ee 


FORTUNE. 


Epicretus compared Fortune to a woman who granted fa- 
vours to the meanest of her servants. The following Madrigal 


pursues this idea: 


Dans l’amour comme dans le jeu, 
Rien n’est certain, rien n'est solide ; 
Et le mérite sert bien peu 
Oi sans ordre, et sans choix, la Fortune préside. 
Du plus adroit et du plus genéreux, 
Du plus aimable et du plus amoureux, 
Souvent le malheur est extréme ; 
Et souvent, sans y penser méme, 
Le plus sot est le plus heureux! 
IMITATED. 
The gamester and the gallant find 
Fortune and Love are of one mind ; 
Both are by mere caprice directed. 
In vain the gen’rous lover sighs ; 
In vain his art the gamester plies ; 
Virtue and skill are both neglected. 
Fortune and Cupid, all agree, 
Are so stark blind they cannot see 
The worth of any kind of merit. 
Blockheads grow rich ere well aware ; 
To women fools and fops are dear, 4 
Dearer than men of wit and spirit! / 
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ADDRESS. 


Tue NEW SERIES of the LADIES’ MONTHLY 
MUSEUM being now completed, it devolves on us 
(tho’ we have only been concerned in the latter vols.) 
to speak in behalf of the entire work. For ourselves, 
words are inadequate to convey ideas of grateful 
feelings ; these may be better traced in our endeavours 
to please ; which have, we trast, been made sufficiently 
manifest ; but that we may not appear deficient in 
courtesy, we beg to express our obligations, and return 
our unfeigned thanks, first, to our Fair Readers, for 
the patronage so long extended to this performance ; 
and, next, to our Correspondents, for that aid (in 
several instances voluntarily tendered) which has upheld, 
and given value to the work. We most respectfully 
solicit a continuance of their countenance, support, 
and assistance, for the IMPROVED SERIES of the 
LADIES’ MONTHLY MUSEUM, to commence and 
be published on and from the Ist of January, 1815; 
of which a PROSPECTUS is subjoined. 


The IMPROVED SERIES will embrace a greater 
variety of Subjects; it will be rendered useful and 
amusing in every possible way; the serious and 


thoughtfa} will find sedate Essays, plaintive Ballads, 
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and mournful Elegies ; the gay and thoughtless will be 
allured by the more fascinating forms of familiar letters, 
elegant dialogues, and interesting narratives, In fine, our 
business will be *‘to hold the Mirror up to Nature,” 
to reflect living mamhers, and shew the age its form and 
impression; that ‘* Virtue may see her own feature ;”’ 
Vice her own deformity; Folly her own absurdity ; 
that Youth may distinguish its foibles, and learn 
their dangerous consequences; Age its respectability, 
and proper sphere of action. 

Several literary gentlemen, of undoubted talents (not 
to use a more flattering epithet), having voluutarily, 
and in the most handsome manner, offered their 
assistance, the PROPRIETOR is inspired with a well- 
grounded confidence of success; at least, if merit can 
claim a preference ; and on this occasion he may be 
allowed to speak without being suspected of _pre- 
sumption. He has also sccured the assistance of 
several of the best writers formerly engaged in the 
work ; and fully relies that, with his own exertions, 
THE IMPROVED SERIES of the LADIES’ 
MONTHLY MUSEUM* will soon be entitled to a 


more than ordinary share of favour from a discerning 


_ public, and take the lead of most similar periodical 


works. 


20, Warwick-square, - 
Newgate-street, 
December ist. 4814. 


* Vide the PROSPECTUS opposite. 


On the 2nd page of the Wrapper of this Number is 


printed a complete LIST of the PORTRAITS pul- 
lished in the NEW SERIES, 
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